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Chapter 1/2 


Author's Notes: 
Picks up just after the end of Gift with Purchase, which is set in the same universe as Iransferal. This 
chapter corresponds to a prompt of \‘candle wax.\' Warnings for D/s and general kink. 


Illuminated in Black, Chapter One 


He'd started with spanking. Bare-handed. He liked to feel the spring of smooth flesh as it bounced back from a 
hard slap and the growing heat hinted at by the bloom of colour. The subtle lift of hips from someone who 
enjoyed it the way Billie Joe Armstrong did. 


Even bent in half and bound that way, the frontman's body had responded and he'd praised that keenness by 
dragging his tongue along the length of the boy's spine, right down to his balls. And now, accompanied by 
breathless, wet whines, he slipped three fingers inside him, checking the stretch. 


Mike would have prepped him; he always did. He stayed in the room for the same reason. For Mike it was all 


about Billie's pleasure. If it hadn't been, he never would have continued this tradition of other men. Not that 
the bassist didn't get off on it too - heated blue eyes met his with a smile as he glanced over to see Mike 
lazily palming his crotch from his sprawled position in the hotel chair. 


He grinned, feeling Billie clench greedily around his fingers and whimper when they withdrew. Crouching, he took 
a wicked-looking object out of the small bag he'd brought with him. He held it up to the light, admiring the 


polished black surface. 


"What the fuck is that?" Mike's question broke the separation between them and he turned towards the chair, 


still grinning. 
"Wanna inspect it first?" 


A sharp nod and then the object was in Mike's hands and the thin mouth stretched in an evil grin that 


mirrored his own. 

"Did you design this?" 

He nodded, pride burgeoning at the slightly awed look 

It was a dildo..sort of. The blunt head and thick shaft led to a wide metal flange that served both as insurance 
against the toy being drawn too far into the body, and also as protection for the wielder's hand. Protection 
that was necessary because rising above the flange in a long curve of identically smooth wax was the part of 
this devious candle that held a wick that, once lit, would splatter hot, liquid wax across the bottom's tender 
skin with each thrust of the dildo into his ass. 

It was, if he did say so himself, a genius idea The naughty sparkle in Mike's eyes seemed to agree. 

"You used one of these before? What's it called, anyway?" 


He laughed. "I'm a simple guy; its a candlefucker. And no, this is the test run. | wanted to use it on Billie first” 


That sparkle blossomed into comprehension and Mike smiled, his expression softer than you might expect at a 


moment like this - at least, if you didn't know both who this Sir was, and who he had been. 


And why he'd paid Mike $18.98 for the privilege of being here tonight. 


(Authors note: Yes, | know its an evil place to leave it. Sorry! Part 2 coming soon :D) 


Chapter 2/2 


Author's Notes: 
Picks up just after the end of Gift with Purchase, which is set in the same universe as Iransferal. This 


chapter corresponds to a prompt of \whore.\' Warnings for D/s and general kink. 


Chapter Two 


He entered the kitchen to find Mike tapping away on his laptop, tucked in the corner of the sunny breakfast nook 
lke it was still morning Mike glanced up with a smile. 


"Hey, dude. Want coffee? It should still be hot. Im just gonna be a sec here." 


He pulled a mug out of the cupboard and filled if, adding sugar and cream. Mike's kitchen was nearly as familiar as 


his own. Both were currently missing a certain curly-haired frontman. 


By the time he sat down, Mke had snapped the screen down on the computer and leaned back, sipping at his own 
mug, blue eyes lit with curiosity. After all, it wasn’t every day that Tré asked if he could come over when Billie 
wouldn't be home. 


‘How're things going between you two? Really, | mean. You both seem cool enough when | see you in public or at 
band practice but you and | both know thats not the whole picture, right? | just.. Its been lke, three months or 
something now, so | wanted fo ask how it was working out for you." Fuck, he was nervous, and that was just 
tucking weird, being nervous with Dirnt. Tré fidgeted distractedly. This wasnt supposed to be hard, talking to his best 
friend about the man hed been fucking for years. That they'd both been fucking. Who was a submissive little bitch 
that he'd used to own and had given to Mike because the two of them had fallen in love. 


Okay, maybe it should be weird 


Mike's brow furrowed "Does Billie seem unhappy somehow? | think everything's great, some growing pains or 


adjustments stil obviously, but if - did he say something fo you?" 


‘No, no, no," Tré refuted hastily. "He hasnt said anything. He seems fine. Better than fine; really, like, contented 
You, foo. You've both been pretty mellow." h fact, privately he thought that Bille usually looked like the proverbial 
cat with cream these days, thoroughly satisfied with his life. It both relieved and vaquely miffed Tré that his 
former boy appeared quite that delighted about having changed hands. They'd been together for a long time; it 
bruised his ego a Iittle that Bille Joe didn’t seem to need him anymore, but it didnt truly upset him. He was too 
invested in making sure all three of them were taken care of and while Tré did love his bandmates, it wasn’t really 


the same as the way they felt about each other. 


He waved a hand, refocusing on the here and now. ‘Its just, well, | cant really ask ask about it in public, you know? 
so | wanted to check in on things. h case. If you needed anything, or, | mean you probably know all his habits by 
now, or he's changed them for you or whatever. Um," and now he had no idea what to say. Iré Cool did not 


verbally flounder like this. He was smooth, man..except where Bille Joe Armstrong was concerned, clearly 
Mke leaned forward, forearms braced on the fable and a knowing smirk on his lps. "You want in" 

"What? | want in what?" 

"Bille," came the blunt answer. Tré's eyebrows shot up as Mike elaborated, "You want on the list” 


The list. The tittle black book' of names, numbers, and copies of recent clean medical tests for every man that 
had been allowed to fuck the frontman. Tré had kept meticulous records and he'd turned them over with the 
collar. His own name wasn't in there, though, and come to think of if, neither was Mike's. He'd trusted the bassist 
completely by the time Mike had discovered exactly what sort of living arrangement he and Billie had had 


The barest hint of colour touched Tré's cheeks as he nodded and mumbled, "Yeah, | do." 


That smirk became a wicked grin and Mike steepled his fingers together, blue eyes holding Tré's "Whats it worth fo 


you? i 


‘Are you whoring hm now?" Tré practically gasped, reassured when the spiky brown hair shook in denial before 


he'd even finished the question 


‘Of course not. This is a special thing just between you and me." Hs expression grew intense at Tré's continued 


shock. 


"The first thing you said to me when you told me | should think about taking Bille on was that it would change the 
whole dynamic. | wouldnt be able to do whatever | wanted anymore because my first priority would have to be 
what he wanted and needed And you were right, it did change. I's a good change for us. Ive known him for so long 
that it wasn't too hard to pick up the extra cues he gives me. 


"But you've never had the freedom to do whatever you want because you were always his Master. So | was 


thinking, maybe a little incentive so that you feel like you can really let loose, at least the first time." 

The smirk was back as Tré squirmed in his chair, immediately enthralled with the idea. Hs own personal whore for 
the night, who would do - would take - anything he chose to give him. Bille Joe Armstrong, naked on a silver 
fucking platter. 

He licked his lps. "What kind of fee dd you have in mind?" 


"Up to you, dude. Whatever you think he's worth." 


That qualification made for a difficult decision indeed; Tré couldnt really put a figure to what it meant fo him. Or if 
he could, it would be out of reach for even his admittedly large bank account. 


Hs gaze fell on the laptop and a flash of insight had him grinning madly. "You got net access on that thing? Yeah? 


How much is American Idiot going for on Amazon these days, anyway?" 


Rw Re Re Re ho Ko Kw HK 


The memory flashed through Tré's mind and then it was gone and the dildo's shaft shone brighter with a coat 
of lube that disappeared as he thrust the wicked device deep inside Billie. 


The boy spasmed around the rough intrusion, a wail emerging through the breathing hole in the sensory 
deprivation hood. Tré's cock twitched viciously as the second thrust had motion-restricted hips nonetheless 
straining to meet it, glistening skin stretched obscenely wide around the punishing girth in the middle of the 


smooth roundness of ass cheeks slapped to a red glow. 


"Fuck, | missed you," he whispered to ears deliberately deafened to his distinctive speech. Billie, of course, didn't 
hear him but Mike did, and Tré looked over as the bassist reappeared at his side with an expression of deep 


affection - and a lit Zippo. 


Tré rammed the dildo in as hard as he could, listening to the sobbing breath as the metal rested flush against 
hot skin, no doubt feeling icy as hell. The curve in the upper candle portion gave it somewhat of the look of a 
puppy dog tail, a style of butt plug that Tré had seen but never used. He gripped that rounded flesh and 
encouraged Billie to squeeze tightly around the object invading his body, twisting his hands a little so that the 
stark black curve turned slightly left and then right, like a dog wagging its tail 


Lust sizzled in his blood at the first reedy, desperate, "Please", the word only recognisable from long 
experience. Tré nodded at Mike without moving his hands. 


"You do the honours." 


They both watched as the wick flared to life, burning clean above the unscented, low melting temperature wox. 
Mike's hand had already crept into his jeans by the time he resumed his vantage point and Tré dropped down 
to briefly suck and bite at Billie's perineum as a reward for that incoherent plea, a shudder running through 
him at the gasping whines his tongue evoked. Then he stood, fondling the tight, heavy balls as he watched the 
wax soften and finally begin to liquefy. 


When the first drop landed on his back, bent into bound submission, and the boy shimmied beneath it as he 
hissed in pained ecstasy, Tré grasped the dildo and resumed thrusting, fucking that tight hole at a furious pace 
as black wax splashed in burning droplets all over helplessly bare skin until Billie began screaming, begging for 


release. 


Tré blew out the candle and tugged the toy free with a wet pop, drizzling the remaining melted wax directly 
over the flaming skin of the boy's ass. He set the device down carefully, hot end pointed up so it didn't touch 
the threadbare carpet, and rolled on a condom with swift hands that proceeded to peel off the already- 
hardened wax he had just poured and give Billie several more slaps, as hard as his palms could stand it, until 
the heat coming off the boy's abused skin might have been even hotter than the candle had been and his 
screams had disintegrated into wordless cries of need, and then Tré snapped his hips and sank home, setting a 
brutal pace. 


The boy's hole accommodated him easily, contracting tight around him in relieved pleasure and as Tré neared 
the edge, fucking this gloriously filthy creature who had allowed himself to be restrained and used so 
thoroughly, he reached down and squeezed the boy's balls in as clear a non-verbal signal as he could give 
before clamping callused fingers around a long-neglected erection and jerking hard. The pitch of the wailing 
assaulting his ears rose dramatically as the highly over-stimulated body beneath him shuddered, his rippling 
contractions bringing Tré to his own orgasm. A few more thrusts and he was done, hanging his head over the 


black-spattered back for a couple of minutes while they both struggled for breath. 


He pulled out slowly, discarding the condom and gently peeling off the remaining wax as Mike came over to 
unlock the padlocks holding Billie Joe immobile. Two sets of hands eased the sweaty, shaking boy flat on the 
mattress, leather hood still encasing his head. His breathing remained laboured for the few minutes it took Tré 
to gather his stuff and get dressed while Mike sat beside the drained form, stroking one pale shoulder. 


Tré stepped to the bedside and gave the beautifully reddened ass a delicate pat. In thanks, he supposed, for 
welcoming him with such eager abandon. His chest ached dully at the thought that Billie would have done the 
same for any of his Sirs, and he didn't quite know how to deal with that. Tonight had proven conclusively that 
they had made the right decision in transferring their submissive frontman to Mike; the bassist took 
exceptional care of him, better than Tré had, and he knew the way they felt about each other. 


But for the first time, he also understood how Mike had needed to step back for a long time to figure out 
those feelings, because now that the scene was over, Tré found it exceedingly difficult to let go. He knew Mike 
would cuddle and comfort Billie, clean him up - would even have given him release if that had been denied - 


but he wanted to do it himself. 


Mike had been right to enforce a period of abstinence to try to disengage the existing relationship, but now 
that Tré had re-experienced the intoxication that was sex with Billie Joe Armstrong, he wondered morosely if 


it should have been longer. Because to leave now hurt. 


He gave Billie's thigh another pat, a little stroke, not knowing what else to do. He couldn't even thank him for 
his utter openness due to the precaution of the hood. All he could do was go. 


The drummer didn't look at Mike as he hoisted the bag to his shoulder, merely waved and turned towards the 
door. He'd taken all of three steps when Billie's roughened voice sounded behind him. 


"Tré? Don't go, please." 


He whipped his head around, finding an equally startled Mike, who shrugged and began to unfasten the hood as 
Tré approached the bed, heart in his throat. 


Sweat matted black curls to a sheened face as Billie's last restraint was removed and he shifted onto his side, 


stretching luxuriously before turning warm hazel eyes to the man who'd just fucked him. 


"You're as bad as Mike, thinking | really wouldn't know you by touch and smell. Seriously, you guys," he snorted 
in amusement. He extended a hand and Tré took it, following the tug to sit on the bed. Billie immediately used 
the leverage to nestle his head in Tré's lap, facing up with a smile. Tré's newly freed hand automatically petted 
the thick hair and his breath caught as Billie nuzzled into the caress. God, he was so trusting; still displayed 
such simple honesty after all these years in this kind of relationship, with this kind of visitor using him 
regularly. He didn't know how it was possible for such a sweet, loving personality to co-exist peacefully with 


such dark, intense needs, but they did co-exist and the package they came in was beautiful. 


Blue eyes flickered to another pair before Tré put forth, "Y'okay then, Bill, not too sore?" Mike's somewhat 
bemused smile at his question told him that it was okay to ask it - that it was okay to be here. 


A throaty laugh answered him. "You've never pushed me like that before, Tré. It was so fucking good." Hazels 
glanced at the pile of coins on the bedside table and came back to his with fresh understanding of how and 
why they'd gotten there. A hint of desire shaded that comprehension and it led Tré to realise that even in 
this, it hadn't been primarily about him - or Mike. The bassist had known somehow that his boy would be 
aroused by having been paid for, and Tré was possibly the only safe choice to play out that fantasy. 


Billie titted his face up appealingly. "Kiss me?" At Mike's nod, Tré bent and touched his mouth to Billie's, his 
tongue licking past parting lips to capture a much-missed taste. The frontman purred into the kiss. The 


contented sound went a long way towards assuaging any remaining doubts about having pushed too far. 


When Tré finally straightened, Billie Joe turned his head to look at Mike as he stretched a hand out to clasp 
spidery fingers in his. Tré couldn't see what those vibrant eyes were saying but he knew them for a potent 


force when Billie wanted something. 


"Bill" Mike's voice held more than a hint of questioning yet it was a statement nonetheless, just not one that 


Tré understood. Nor did he quite get the soft reply of, "Master." 


The tone of Billie's voice, though - that he got. Mostly. It revealed a complicated tangle of things: promised 


obedience; entreaty; reassurance; all aimed at whatever might be said next. Whatever his eyes had said first. 


Abruptly Tré found himself alone on the bed with a lapful of boy as Mike rose, returning with a bowl of water 
that he placed beside the money on the bedside table, a soft washcloth floating on its presumably warm 
surface. He also had a bottle of aloe lotion and this he pressed into the drummer's hand. 


Not a little confused, Tré looked from the lotion to Mike just in time for the bassist to lean down and kiss him 
as tenderly as he had just kissed Billie. 


When Mike withdrew, Tré looked down at the brilliant grin gracing the lips of the boy on the bed, his happiness 
radiating into the smiles his bandmates wore. Idly Tré appreciated the irony that the naked submissive was the 
one calling all the shots but the feel of the hand tightening at the back of his neck and the bare arms snaking 
around his waist acknowledged the realisation as truth and then dismissed it as irrelevant in the face of the 
steady glow that grew inside him. 


Blue eyes not his own sparkled as Mike kissed him for the second time but not, Tré knew, the last, and spoke 
for all of them. "Welcome back." 


